The moil Lamentable Tragedie 

V Vhofe wtfdoniehath her Fortune conquered,. 

There ffal! we c con'umir.ate cur fpcufall rites. 

Exeunt Omnti, 

Titus , I am not bid to wait vpon this bride, 

Tttus when wert thou wont to wa Ike alone. 

Drill o no ured thus and challenged of wrongs. 

Enter CMarcusand Titus founts, 
Marcus. O Titus fee: O lee w hat thou haft done 
In a bad qusrrellflainea vertuouslbnne, 

Titus . Nofoohlh Tribune, no: No tonne of mine, 
Northou, northefe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath dilhanoured all our Familie, 

Vnworthy brother,and vnworthy Tonne*. 

Lucius. But letvsgiuehiro buriall as becomes. 

Cine Mucius but iali with our brethcren. 

Titus. T raitors away, he rells not in this toorabet 
This monument fine I undreth yeares hath flood, 
Which 1 haue fumptrufuflic reedified: 

I ere none but fouldiers and Romes feruitors 
Ilcpole in fame: None bal'cly llainein braule * 

Buricbim whereyou can hr comes not here, 

Marcus. My Lord this is impietie inyou, 

My Nephew Mutius d cedes doo plead lor him, 

Hcmu ft be buried v\ith his brethren. 

Tttus two founts fpeakes. 

Andlhallorliim wee will accompanre . 

Titus. And fhall. what vitlainc was it Ipakc that word? 
Titus fount fpeakts , 

H e that would vouch itin any place but here, 

Titus , What would you burie him in my defpighl? 
eJMarcus. No Noble Titus, but intreat of thee. 

To pardon Mutius andtobmy him. 

Titus. Marcus : Euen thou haftftroke vpon my Creft, 
And with thefe boy es mine honour thouhaft wounded. 
My loes I doc repute you eucric one. 
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of Titus Andr on ic us. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone, 
g.Sonnt, He is not with himfelfe,let vs withdraw, 
z. Sonne, Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

T be brother and the fonues kneele. 

Marcus. Brother, for in that name doth nature plea he, 
2 , fame. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeake, 
Titus. S peake thou no more, if all the reft will lpeede 4 
Marcus. Rcnowmed Tttus , more than halfc my foul e , 
Lucius. Dearefathcr,fouleandfubftanceof vs all. 
Marcus Suffer thy brother c Marcus to interre. 

His Noble Nephew here in vertues neff, 

That diedin honour and Lauintxs caufe, 

Thouarta Romane,be not barbarous; 

The Greeks vpon aduife did burie Ajax 
rliat flew himlelfe : and wife Laertes Tonne, 

Did gratiouflie plead for his Funeralls: 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy, 

Be bard his entrance here, 

Titus. Rife Marcus, rife, 

Thedifmalff day is tins that ere I faw. 

To be dillionoured by my lonnes in Rome; 

Well burie him,and burie me the next, 

they put him in the tombe. (friends, 

Lucius. Thercliethy bones fweete Mutius with thy 
F ill wee with T rophees doo adorne thy tombe: 
they all kneele and fay 3 
No man lhcd tearcs for Noble Mutms i 
Heliues infame,that didein vertues caufe. 

Exit ad but Marcus and Titus , 

C Marcus . Aly Lord to flepoutof thefe dririe dumps. 
How comes it that the fubtile Qucene of (jotbes, 

Is of afodainc thus aduaunc’d in Rome, 

Titus. 1 know not Marcus,bui l know it is. 
(VVhether by deuifeor no, the heauens can tell.) 

Is fliee net then beholding to the man, 

C That 



